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AN INVITATION

Now that you have had plenty of time to settle
down and get acquainted at U. of D. you can probably find time to co-operate and do your bit towards making the extra-curricular activities of the
university a success.

The editor of The Exponent Magazine invites you
to become an occasional or steady contributor to

the University’s literary magazine.

It’s your maga-

zine, so kindly support it with your contributions.
Short stories, poems, travelogs, dramas, personal

experiences—all are suitable material for the pages
of The Exponent if they are original.
The only other requirement is this: the copy
must be of a nature to interest the student-body.

No. 7

The office of The Exponent Magazine is on the
second floor of St. Mary Hall—Room 23. Come on
up and see us some time!

GOOD MORNING, EVERYBODY!
How often, in life, we endeavor to hide the truth
of our nature and lot in an ill-fitting cloak of power

and pride, and a mask of—what we are not!
And then, at the time we are put to a test, we
are thrown off our guard and we fall! So, it’s easy

to see that it’s always best to be just yourself—
and that’s all.
To all of your friends you are simply just “you”;
and the reason their friendship grows is because of

The editor wants to continue to publish a magazine
that the students enjoy reading. He entertains no
ambition to educate the student-body. He leaves
that to the faculty—and they are making a good
job of it.
The folks at home would be delighted to see an
article with your name as the author. Give them
that pleasure! It is little enough in return for the

your own dear self true blue, and free from pretension and pose!

sacrifices they have made for you.

one ina fair open way with a frankness that stamps

The editor is anxious to get some new literary
blood into The Exponent staff. The regular staff
members at present have been steady contributors
for the past few years and are looking forward to
being pensioned or given sabbatical leave.

him “a friend”!

So why tread the boards of life’s stage, falsely
dressed for some part that you think will enthrall,
when you’re “you” is the time that you show off
the best? So, just be yourself—and that’s all!

The fellow who wins is the chap who will stay
too true to himself to pretend, and who treats every:

Aye, be true to yourself! for as sure as you try
to be somebody else you will fail, but as long as
you’re “you” you are sure to get by, so, just be

yourself—and that’s all—Mac.
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Flight
© By Bob Wharton
A convict, after heart-breaking efforts,
escapes from prison, but, much to his
surprise, he discovers that he would
have been better off had he remained
mside.

Prusonee 17983, known outside the walls of

the prison as Homer J. Northwaite, paused a
moment to wipe the perspiration from his forehead
with a soiled handkerchief.
His eyes kept wandering to the small barred

window that allowed a little daylight to shine into
the dust-filled coal bin. For weeks he had been
waiting for a chance to get up to that window. His

reached the iron bars.

Hoping against hope, he

grasped the bars and pushed and pulled with all his
strength.

Bitter disappointment filled him as he leaned
weakly up against the wall. His eyes slowly filled
as he gazed at the heavy bars.
Hopelessly, he shifted to a better position, thrust
the shovel through the bars and then pulled backwards. Hearing an ominous cracking in the shovel
handle, he quickly released the shovel and then
drew it towards his body.
He shrugged his shoulders as he did so.

Just

job was to shovel the coal back into the corners of

another failure! He was suddenly very tired as he
pulled the shovel through and dropped it down

the coal bin, after it came roaring and rattling down

upon the coal.

the coal chute from the outside world.

His body slowly stiffened as he perceived the
mark that the shovel had made upon the cement in

For three years he had been penned in, caged
like a wild beast, and every day of those three years
he had been watching for a possible means of es-

which the bars were fastened.

He had tested every window for weak bars.

Breathing rapidly, he grasped a piece of coal and
pounded down upon the cement. ‘The cement, very

Every night he worked over countless plans to get

old, had been watersoaked from the rain for many

away from prison, from the monotony and dullness
that was slowly but surely driving him insane.

years, and it was crumbling.

cape.

For the last two days, as he shoveled the coal

With a sob of joy, he picked broken pieces of
cement away from the bars and then pounded until

away from the bottom of the chute, he had directed
his shovel so that the coal was building up in a pile

the piece of coal in his hand shattered, hurting his
fingers.

that approached closer to the little window, with
each additional shovelful.

His heart began to beat more rapidly. Could it
be that this time he would succeed Each other
time, that he thought he saw a chance to escape
from the prison, his hopes had been cruelly dashed.

Working feverishly, he threw shovelful after
shovelful up under the window. He paused for a
moment, letting the shovel fall against his thigh
while he turned to see if anyone was near.
After a brief scrutiny of the room he grabbed the
shovel, thinking perhaps to use it as a lever, and
clambered over the coal toward the window as

carefully and as quickly as he could.
Regardless of his care, the coal pile spread out
under him, sending large lumps rattling and bounding. He paid no attention to them, however, as he
knew that such noises occurred often.
His breath coming in great gasps, he at last
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Disregarding his bruised hand, he seized another

lump of coal and pounded the cement, knowing that
the noise would not attract anyone, because noise
was always present in the coal bin.
It was beginning to grow dark outside. It would
not be long until he would be led back to his cell.
Feverishly, he attacked the rotten cement, sending
the pieces flying into the air. Finally he believed
that he had removed enough of it to loosen the
bars. Gasping for breath, he snatched up the shovel
and thrust the handdle between the bars, using one
bar as a fulcrum for the handle.

Slowly but surely the bar gave under the pressure. With a great joy filling him, he exerted his
full strength and the iron bar tore loose from the

bottom.
Even with one bar out it wasn’t large enough for
him to crawl through, so, sweating and trembling,
he set about in an effort to pry out the other bar.

In a matter of seconds he had another bar loose,

and a short time later he had crawled through the

to the road, dropped by merciless blows.
Swiftly the escaped convict stripped the man ol

hole.
Hugging close the ground, he moved rapidly

his clothing, and after removing his own, he quick:

away from the prison.

Shoving the unconscious motorist off the road
the escaped convict jumped into the car and threw
it in gear.

“You're free, Homer Northwaite, you’re free!”

he cried exultingly.
Suddenly he remembered the prison clothing that
he wore.

He had to have a change of clothing.
Purposefully, he made his way toward the main

highway.

In a very short time he was crouching

near the road.

In his hand he clutched a smooth

stone.

Soon he heard an automobile coming. Its headlights dazzled him for a moment as it drew slowly
abreast of him. Still keeping under cover as well
as he could, he threw the stone with all his might.

It hit the side of the car with a great noise.
The car came to a sudden stop a very short distance from Homer ‘Northwaite.
His plan was
working faultlessly, the driver was getting out to
see what was wrong.

ly donned the other’s coat and trousers.

It was vitally necessary for him to put a great
distance between himself and the prison before they
discovered his absence. If he were caught now he

would have many years added to his term. Assault
and battery, robbery, and escaping from jail would

keep him in jail for many years.
He would need money, too.

With a sudden

thought he felt in the pockets of the coat that he

had taken from the motorist.
There was no money in the pockets, but he felt
a long envelope in the inside pocket. Opening it
with one hand, while he steered with the other, he
drew forth the envelope. His own name appeared
at the top of the paper! ©
His eyes burned as he read in stunned silence:

With a savage cry, the escaped prisoner was upon

“Pardon for Prisoner 17983, Homer J.
Northwaite.”

the motorist, who a moment later sank unconscious

The Earth
By Lola Morgan

Only the earth, wise mother of us all,
Who lies so passive during early fall,
Holding the summer close for one last hour
Before she yields to winter’s bitter kiss,

Could tell us of man’s eager fight for power
Out of primeval mud to God—and this.
To this! And then the quiet mother earth
Might ask herself, why she had given birth
To this strange creature who beholds the skies
But does not see, who takes the food she gives

And hides it from his starving brother’s eyes,
Who boasts of life but never really lives.
But earth speaks not.

She sees men rise and fall,

But only waits, and then absorbs them all.
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Watch the Germans!!!
@ By M. J. Hillenbrand
The writer spent a year in Germany.
More recently

his

father returned

from an eighteen months’ stay in Europe, particularly in Germany. Friends
in the “Vaterland” have kept the writ-

er’s contacts up-to-date.

HOUGH the eyes of the world are focussed

word—and nearly everyone who writes or talks of
the Nazis in English becomes a denunciator—
moored in America, comprehend the complex situation as well as most of their readers. ‘To simply
call Hitler an oratorical madman, his followers
google-eyed psycopaths mad enough to heed a madman, and to let it go at that, may be pleasant emo-

“longer view,” mutter and wonder—if the Brown
Shirt will join the Black Shirt. Syndicated writers,

tionalism, but it means pitiful and perhaps disastrous thinking.
Of course, the publishers can always point to the
truckload of memoirs and autobiographies and accounts scribbled by men or women fugitives from
concentration camps. ‘They, declare the advance

here and abroad, predict everything from a second

blurbs, present the real “lowdown” because they

on Italy and Ethopia to-day, not only the
cock-eyed man throws an occasional glance at Ger-

many.

Worried Frenchmen, Englishmen, Czecho-

Slovaks, Russians, taking what Borodin calls the

World War, Germany and Italy against the world,
to an attempt at the establishment of a fascist world
state under the dual dictatorship of Herr Hitler

and Signor Mussolini.
Now syndicated writers are usually just syndicated writers, which means a combination of sen-

sation and wild guesswork smeared on a thin basis
of fact. But apparently the fact does remain that
the attitude and future action of Germany constitutes the index to history for the next few years.
Hitler holds the joker, and while many think that
Adolph and his mustache are jokes, the situation
certainly is no joke. Evidently a knowledge of
German trends is vital for the prognosticator of
world trends, amateur or professional; and to un-

actually participated in the “lowest-down.” ‘The
majority of the horror stories, of sadistic jailors, of
ingenious tortures, of soul-grinding confinement,

are very likely true; but I fail to see how imprisonment within a country, and immediate evacuation
after release, qualify the prisoner as an interpreter
of the country. Complete objectivity isn’t probable
in a person with a grudge, though his grudge be
valid; and even if it were, the prisoner would have
observed little enough to get objective about.
I remember, when the Nazi comet first flashed a

few years ago, listening to some politician addressing of Jewish audience in Chicago, and while most
diatribes similarly directed are not so mercenary, a
good many of them are just as violent. Horror!

derstand Germany to-day, one must understand the

horror! horror !—but no reasons, or if reasons false

Germans of any day. Fierce denunciations of Nazi-

reasons, lopsided reasons.

dom may be warranted, but denunciation of what

our American concept and criticism of Germany.
Possibly the only—and certainly the best—actual

is happening, without knowing why it is happening, equals the stupidity of some Republican opposition to the New Deal.
Everyone who readsalittle knows the events of
Hitler’s rise to power, and what may vaguely be
called the external causes: Versailles, reparations,

industrial depression, growth of communism, reaction, a nearly dotard president, and then the Storm
Troopers. But very few know why these factors
led to the totalitarian state, why Germans responded to them in so tremendously peculiar a way.
Hundreds of volumes, learned or emotional, treating some or every phase of Nazidom, have poured
from publishing sanctums since 193l—and the less
said about the most of them, the better for the few

remaining.
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Most Nazi denunciators in print or

I think that epitomizes

exposition of the problem appeared in the summer
of 1934, the product of George N. Shuster, who
knows both his Germany and his Europe. “Strong
Man Rules” was the title, and it remains not the

least illuminating portion of the thesis. Mr. Shuster compares the rise of Hitler to the rise of Capone—utilizing glorified gang tactics. While the
analogy may be strained in sections, it hangs together as a whole in explaining the process. But I
am sure Mr. Shuster never meant it to explain the
reason, although the reasons he gives fall a bit short
of the results.
Economic disparity, racial assertion, revived
Prussianism, are among the explanatory phrases
bandied around by the commentators, and like the

prohibitionist view of liquor, each becomes the sole
rallying point for a peculiar train of thought.
Mr.

Frank

Simonds,

ever

since

the

Versailles

Treaty, has been predicting catastrophe for Europe
because of maldistributed resources among the nations, and when Herr Hitler came, the journalist
pounced on his old pet to give it new application.
While Mr. Simonds views the western world with
more equanimity, judgment, and understanding
than most correspondents, he has transformed his

thesis into a principle. It is a sound thesis, a sound

partial explanation, but only when combined with
other explanations. I believe that basic as a mold-

ing factor in the working out of these various

causes remain the peculiar characteristics of the

German people.

I believe that Hitlerism and the

Swastika cult, neo-paganism, and Nordicism, given
even the identical conditions of Germany, could

have developed as they have in no other country.
Inevitably some wiser person will pop up and expostulate that Prussians are not Germans, that Austrians are not Germans, and that the Germans are
by this time themselves not Germans. As far as
ethnics and blood go this may be true, but ethnics
and blood are after all only ethnics and blood, and

for twenty years, German thought has cut away
every rational foundation.
A startling indictment—this may appear. Yet it
is essential to grasp the wild intellectual unrestraint
of the outwardly placed Teuton. Doestoivesky, I
think, called his Russian countrymen “infinityhungerers”; and in a sense Germans also hunger
for infinity. Goethe made Faust the epitome of his
race, and that such a hunger can lead to poison
becomes apparent.

All the soul-expanding music

of Wagner, his Liebestod, his Lohengrin prelude,
his Tannhauser, cry out the German soul.

I can

no more imagine an Englishman composing the
Pilgrim’s Chorus, than I can a German writing
“To a Louse.”
Look at modern “Deutsche Litteratur” with all
its hocus-pocus of naturalism, impressionism, expressionism—a constant shifting in form, a striving,

a searching. Everywhere unrest, irrationality, mystic mysticism—nowhere stability or standard.

constitute one in thought.

Such a nation could only be a nation of individualists, perhaps at times crazy individualists each
flying off in his own whorl; and the old Reichstag
of the pre-Nazi era with its array of parties offered
ever-present evidence. Individualism reigns, and
paradoxically democracy can never reign. Heretical as it may seem, a country of units cannot be-

Almost a year ago I waded, struggled through
Oswald Spengler’s “Decline of the West.” Of

come a unit; organization into two dominant political parties becomes impossible, with constant dis-

man does after all own an intellect. If the German

fails to constitute a race in fact, he certainly does

course the author’s erudition amazed me, his contentions startled me, but his personality struck me
with symbolic glint—the symbol of German intellect. Stupendous knowledge, terrific emotion, but
feeble—ever so fee
— synthesi
ble
s and common
sense.

As long as Herr Spengler discusses music,

painting, culture, his work is more profound than

anything an American could even conceive, much
less write, but as soon as Faustian souls, mathema-

tical symbolism enter the picture he goes haywire,

and laborious theories tumble in absurdities.

Why has German scholarship and thought generally swung off on a tangent, from Kant, and
Strauss, through Doellinger, up to Rosenberg to-

day Why are such nit-wit vaporizers as Keyserling and Ludendorf still riding the roost? Why
did Haeckel, Blavatsky, and every pipe-dreaming
human find welcome among Germans? Why do
the cloudy pseudo-mysticisms of Ghandi, Rabidra-

nath Tagore, and other Asiatics become popular

fads?

Simply because the German is—inelegantly

expressed—“moony”; because, as the Frenchman

Henry Massis, surveying his neighbor, opined in

the “Defense of the West”—the German mind has
a natural tendency to muddle in mist; and because,
as G. K. Chesterton has attempted to drive home

sension and breakup.

One strong man who can

relegate the individualism to the individualism, and
separate the government from individuals to an in-

dividual; a strong man who can represent the fulfillment of the ideal, added to the situation—and

you have Hitler, whether in reality the strong man
is Hitler or Thyssen, Goering or Goebels. All the
incidentals: a philosophy that appeals to idea gullibility, neo-paginism, Nordicism, anti-Semitism,
are no more absurd than much of the tripe handed
to Germans in the last fifty years from the East and
from their own intelligentsia—and accepted.
Germans are a peculiar race, even the Germans

will admit. They are always talking about “Geistes
Aufwachung,” and perhaps a newer and more ra-

tional one will come. But before Germany receives
unmitigated denunciation, her character ought to be
appreciated. The idiosyncrasies and weaknesses
are there—and uppermost now—but from this tur-

bulent race of ideas perhaps more geniuses have
sprung than from any other. Before false explanations of Nazidom create false notions, these notions

are worth remembering.

If they are, while the

present and future course of Hitler and his Nazis

may not be entirely clear, at least they will be
clearer.
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On Marco's Cliff
e By Jack Wick
We have heard that many thoughts
race through the mind at the instant

of death. Could it have been possible
that a man’s last conscious moments

so confused him that he died despairing a hope that never existed?

SEYMOUR EDWARDS, just two years out of
Cambridge, reported to the South American office
of the Continental Oil Company, and presented
credentials given to him by his father. It was the
elder Edwards’ wish that his son should follow in

kis footsteps, and eventually become head of the

pee man stood stiffly on the peak of a
sheer, granite cliff in central Columbia, contemplating a gushing torrent that swirled a hundred
feet beneath him. His hands were bound tightly
before him with a long rawhide strip that terminated in the hands of a squat, stolid native of the
South American jungle. He kicked a small stone
over the brink of the cliff, watched it twist and

turn until the flood engulfed it, and began studying
his stockinged feet. The savages had removed most
of his wearing apparel, including his boots, and had
comically adorned themselves for his approaching
torture and death.
Try as he might, it seemed impossible for him to
focus his thoughts upon subjects befitting a man
who is about to die. Never before had his stockings attracted his interest as they did at this moment—their heavy plaid design and the cunning
formation of the seams at the heel. And the blended
colors that the early morning sun reflected from the
flinty stones at his feet fascinated him. He must
compose his thoughts and fix his mind upon his
parents, since the preparations for his untimely
finale were about complete.

The stilted little chief,

leader of the rude tribunal that had previously decided upon his death, had arrived for the festivi-

great company of which he was himself chairman.
Seymour Edwards admired his father’s cool judgment in placing him in a position that would afford invaluable experience in his later years with
the Company—producing oil, and producing it in
a country that might eventually be the oil center
for the world.
The great Maro Syndicate, organized for the
purposes of mapping out the great oil resources of
the central Colombia district, attracted much atten-

tion at Continental’s South American offices. To
young Edwards the plan was fascinating. The
cream of the English and American geologists and
field experts would co-operate in this movement to
assure the world’s supply of petroleum for the future. With inherited yearning to “plant the flag
for England” stirring in him, Seymour Edwards
immediately applied to accompany the expedition
on its lonely and hazardous trip through the unknown Colombian wilds.
THE EXPEDITION had tramped for weeks until it finally reached the rich district in which experiments and map-work were to be made. The
young Englishman was delighted with his work,
that of dispensing and checking supplies for the
He was free to wander

ties.

members of the expedition.

While the chieftain examined his trussed arms,
the young man surveyed the scene that nature had

where he pleased while the men were in the field. It

set, ages ago, for his death.

There were the high,

wooded cliffs that held the unruly torrent and were

bathed in the aureate light of early morning, a
misty view that characterizes dawn in a rugged
country. Even the rough lands that suddenly
shoved him toward the edge of the gorge failed to
disturb that misty feeling of unreality. The sinking sensation—the slack rope trailing from his
hands, a jagged wall of rock becoming smooth with
accelerated speed—and then darkness!
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was the wild, sudden character of the country that

attracted him most. Every view flashed suddenly
before the eye—a smashing waterfall that had been
hidden by the dense foliage, a riotous tropical
bloom gleaming against the sheen of its fecund
stalk, the jarring shriek of a brightly colored bird
streaking from its nearby hiding place.
The adventure of the expedition was not without

danger. From time to time the camp activities
would be interrupted by a shower of arrows from
unseen, savage foes.

But never during the course

of the day did any member see a savage.

After

studying an arrow that had thudded into the ground

to determine the direction and range, the men could
only say, “from that thicket to your left,” or “from
the elevation in front of you.” Several men became
quite nervous, swearing they could sense unseen
eyes that watched them throughout the day. How-

ever, the arrows were usually spent when they
reached the camp, owing to the very respectable
distance that the savages kept between themselves

and the party. Even the more experienced members of the party admitted having seen few savages during their work in central Colombia.
In the evening the inquisitive young Edwards

pled the veterans of the outfit with questions about
the savages, their experiences with them, and
rumors of white men held for years in the depths
of the unexplored wilds.
The chief engineer outlined the proposed activities for the week: the men would remain on the

present site for three days, then depart for the
Marco Gorge to set up a new camp. The Marco
Gorge was well known to the men by this time.
‘The native guides had told them of the great slash
in the earth, and especially of Marco’s Cliff, just beneath the falls. Here, they claimed, was the centuries-old place of execution used by the natives.

Often a luckless victim was trussed over the waters
and used as a target for savage arrows.
Early the next morning, the men left for the

fields, leaving young Edwards to straighten the
store-room accounts. He closed his ledger, and
leaned back in his chair to dream of England, of

home, of his parents. Suddenly he sat upright,
looked out of the shack. Some one was watching
him, he was sure. A soft whistling had scarcely
reached his ears when he felt a whispy something
pass over his head and settle tightly around his
neck.

He was pulled over the back of the chair,

just barely conscious of brown armsthat.bound
him. The savage party herded him out of the shack
and set off through the dense jungle.
SEYMOUR EDWARDS was brought back to
alert, pain-wracked consciousness when the slack in
the rope was taken up, and his fall was broken by
a severe jerk that seemed to pull his arms from
their sockets. He was turning gently around now,
first to the right, then to the left. His scene continually changed: the rough rocks just before his
eyes, the falls up the river, the opposite cliff, the
gorge that finally twisted out of view somewhere
out in the hazy, purple horizon. The rope, having
twisted to its limit and about to revolve in the
other direction, left him looking steadily at the other
cliff for a few brief moments. A glittering, black

pair of eyes were fixed upon him over a notched
arrow. Yes, the guides had told him of this “archery” practiced by the natives upon their luckless
prisoners. And that arrow was coming!
The inevitable twist of the rope was turning him
around when he felt the sharp, piercing shaft burn
through his unprotected back. All sense of feeling
and sight left him, but still he was dimly conscious.
“Is this death?” he wondered. “Is my body dead,
and only my mind, my consciousness, left alive? I
seem apart from this earth, but why am I not above
it, and aware of men far beneath me?”
Although he felt no pain, he was conscious of another arrow thudding into his body. His mind raced
madly from one idea, from one memory to another.
Surely, an arrow must have struck the cords of his

wrists and loosed them, for he was streaking
straight for the giddy current below.

He must

have struck the surface, for a million blinding
lights exploded in his brain, and that rushing sound
was the torrent that swept him down the gorge toward the camp. The men! his comrades! ‘They
would snatch him up from the stream! He would
see England again. . . his home. . .
The rushing sensation ceased. He must have
been cast upon the shore. A towering tree rose
right before his eyes, a tree he had noticed many
times as a landmark—only half a mile from the
camp. He would save himself yet!
Plodding, pushing through the underbrush, sometimes beating furiously at the entangling creepers,
more often crawling, he dug his nails into the dank
and rotting jungle carpet. If he could only reach
the camp!

He would reach it!

The camp? No, just a hazy vision. He was
quite near to it, anyway. Something familiar .. ..
yes . . . he was at the outskirts of the camp.
Passing through the corral now, the evil stench
and the just-as-evil gaze of the burros watching
him. He had never liked those vicious little beasts.
There were the rough stone steps that led to the
shack. Only a few more steps until he reached
the door .

But something, something was wrong! It couldn’t
be! The steps, the camp itself, everything was disintegrating before his eyes! England, home! everything seemed so far away now, darkness claiming
everything he had known...
}

SEVERAL days later the scientists and explorers for the Marco Syndicate journeyed up the gorge
as they had planned. They beheld the body of Seymour Evans, their late companion, gently turning
on a rope that hung from the cliff. His body was
studded wtih arrows.
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A Midsummer Night's Dream
© By Sue Miller
Here is what we are tempted to call

“4A Midsummer Night’s Dream —in
Parentheses.” It is a flippant sketch of
Shakespearean comedy dressed up by
Max Reinhardt for Hollywood.
| eo

summer when Max Reinhardt produced

A Midsummer Night's Dream in the Hollywood

Bowl Warner Brother’s Motion Picture Company
witnessed a spectacle that exceeded all their previous experience. Now they are betting a cool million dollars that they can win the favor of the
motion picture public for the Bard of Avon. The
general public is viewing this latest experiment
with the usual tongue-in-the-cheek attitude.

Hollywood has been known so consistently to
burlesque anything of merit, and Shakespeare can
so easily be made ludicrous that people are venturing no opinions either pro or con. This particular
play, however, perhaps more than any other of
Shakespeare’s, lends itself more easily to cinemato-

graphic production. The plot is of interest even to
those who constantly ask the Lord that they be
delivered from the onslaught of the intellectuals.
It is one of the playwright’s prankish comedies
which starts by getting everybody tangled up in a
seemingly inextricable mass of intrigue, leaves them
to work out their own salvation (if any) for four

boy for his page, and haughtily leaves him and
stalks into the forest. There is naught for Oberon
to do but stay behind and shake his fist (but gently,
so as not to injure the delicate Abalone mask). Into
this scene of marital discontent wanders Hermia.
There is also in the play, Hippolyta, queen of the
Amazons, who is about to marry Theseus, who

holds sway over a gigantic court (constructed on
a mammoth set of two hundred and sixty square
feet with sheets of finely rolled silver). Then too,
there is Lysander and Demetrius, young Greek no-

bles in love with Hermia (swathed in ninety-five
yards of brilliant satin).
But Hermia loves Lysander and her father wishes
her to marry Demetrius. And Demetrius, although
in love with Hermia, has previously loved Helena,
Hermia’s best girl-friend, and Helena still loves
Demetrius. Withal, the two girls and the two boys
are loyal friends.
But Hermia, exiled because she will not comply
with her father’s wishes, flees the court into the

enchanted wood (which is really a fabulous forest
covering sixty thousand square feet) that is inhabited by the fairy troops (each an experienced ballet
dancer under the personal direction of Madam

Nijinska, famed European Ballerina). She is fol-

acts, and then steps in at the last moment, when

lowed by Lysander. Helena tells of this elopement,

everything seems hopelessly botched, and straight-

and Demetrius, wroth, pursues the couple, and is
pursued by Helena. The Athenians, after wander-

ens out the whole thing in a few minutes to the sat-

isfaction of all, including the players. It is the
golden opportunity for Hollywood ingenuity to run
rampant.

The scenery in Shakespeare’s time suggested its
landscape in the middle of the dramatic interest,
but now, through the medium of the cinema, elaborate settings can be actualized. The movie version,

directed by Herr Reinhardt, was realized with the
following plot and props.
Oberon (encased in a mask of Abalone shell

brought from the South Seas) and Titania (who
smiles into the camera from a wrapping of ninety-

one yards of cellophane shreds) are king and queen
of the fairies. ‘They are in sad disagreement over a
“lovely boy stol’n from an Indian King.” They
meet in the moonlight (created by three hundred
Titania
ten-watt bulbs especially tinted glass.)
refuses to let Oberon bully her into giving him the
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ing aimlessly about, become weary and fall into a
blissful slumber (under six hundred and fifty tenwatt bulbs amid sixty-seven truck loads of trees
and shrubbery).
The stage is set. With the aid of a wonderful
elixir that makes one love whomever or whatever
one sets one’s eyes upon first, after having imbibed, the fairy Oberon (in his coat of seven hundred rubber leaves) enchants the foursome so that
the wrong ones are all in love.
Now comes the question of Oberon’s flower,
called in the play, “Love in Idleness.” No ordinary
flower could have been used in Hollywood. That
would have been just too uncolossal, so the passion
flower was used. This flower blooms once a year
and lives only twenty-four hours. Just one of the
variety could be found, and seventy-two hours’

work had to be photographed while the flower

Someone had time, during this intense

about her, they, being costumed in thousands of

drive against death, to compute the loss of $50,000
if the scenes were not completed within the alloted

yards of silk and cellophane, and wearing masks

lived.

time. They were completed, with six hours to spare.
A troop ol loutish rustics, intent on practicing a

home-made play for the celebration of Theseus’
and Hippolyta’s wedding, get tangled in the intrigue, and one of them, imprisoned in a papier-

made from grotesquely stretched rubber casts.
The unraveling of this complicated plot is truly
absorbing. When things are finally straightened
out and all the proper and intended marriages bliss-

fully consummated, when rustics have given the
poor play that they planned and have been made

maché ass’s head he had donned, is the object of the

happy with a reward, when the fairies all rejoice at

love of ‘Titania.

(This ass’s head which Bottom

the reunion of their king and queen, the camera

has plopped over his comely features is made from
rubber, real hair, and weighs thirty-five pounds.
The rough hair on the head required much of the

(constructed on a highly movable arm, designed
with unusually high-powered lens) records the final
joyful fade-out.
‘
So to the imagination of Shakespeare is added the

camera-man’s ingenuity to photograph.)

Titania has been poisoned by the love elixir by
Oberon’s agent of mischief, Puck (who merrily cavorts about with a tail and horns made of an in-

genuous rubber composition that withstands both
heat and friction). "As Titania sleeps beside a cataract (especially constructed tank and pumping station) the gnomes, pixies, and sprites dance gayly

resourcefulness of Hollywood. Even Shakespeare
himself never imagined two hundred and_ five
scenes, which are the quota for A Midsummer
Night's Dream. It was bound to be magnificent. It
is certain that it will develop the interest in
Shakespeare on the part of millions of Americans

who hitherto have been denied that privilege.

How Do You Know You Can't Write?
e By Lola Morgan
\) \)

HAT is wrong?

Here are a number of

young “hopefuls” quietly chewing pencils.
Some of them stare into space, doubtless looking

for the appearance of the heavenly muse.

Some of

them guide their pencils across the clear white

pages with great rapidity, then they pause, bite
their fingernails, and move restlessly back and forth

in their chairs.
Now, here we go! What concentration!

What

complete absorption in our subjects! The spirits
are entering. They are in direct communion! Here
go the future literary lights of the world. You can
tell by the deep furrows in the brow of the boy
across the aisle that he must be composing a son-

net.

It might be to the young lady in front of him

wish I had a ruler to get the exact angle!
smiles at me.

He

That’s okey-doke, but I wish he were

a blond. I have always loved the “sunshine” type—
golden-haired and blue-eyed young Apollos! And
if I ever find out that Apollo was a brunet I’ll weep
salty tears all over the book that tells me so. I
don’t know whether that will be harder on the book
or harder on my complexion. Like most other girls
mine will wash off—I mean the complexion, not
the book.

I have acute sympathy for a certain young man
who likes the taste of lead, from the way he is
sucking his pencil. I do hope he doesn’t die of
lead poisoning! Personally, I would prefer a popsickle, but every man to his taste. Why this boy is

who is well aware of the enchanting angle at which

here is more than I can say.

she holds her head. Such a pretty head! The girl
with glasses must be writing a treatise on “The
Blackboard as Viewed from Seat Three in Row
Two.” She should know her subject well by the

a good way to spend an evening, while his girl-

time; she has looked at it for two hours.

keeps asking me what time it is.

Ah, me! this is the first session of a class in English Composition. All of us are here to write. ‘The

deep concentration to look at my watch for the

subjects we choose are not important. We are to
cultivate our own special styles! Hot dog! Ill bet

a lot of funny ones show up!
I wonder if the red-haired boy will write ghost
stories! He must be frightened at his own thoughts
because his hair is standing almost straight up. I

Maybe he figures it is

friend takes a class in Home Economics, or perhaps

a few lectures on Applied Cosmetics.
The girl in the brown hat—not bad, either—

I come out of

tenth time in thirty minutes. Well, well! it is high
time that this class should end. That’s a break!
Now for the U. D. Cafeteria and a Coca Cola! I
haven’t done much, but next week I shall undoubtedly write a soul-stirring article on “What Education Means to Me.” I’ve been intending to do that
for a long time!
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Censored!
© By Bob Wharton
It happened in a boarding house. A

young man, who believed that adventure never happens outside of fiction,

“You’re an incurable romantic, Roger,” growled
Richard Dunham, lazily watching the smoke curl

discovers that a young girl, who had
been expelled from college for “cuss-

up from his cigar.

in’,’ has mistakenly taken possession

write, and you see the world through colored
glasses. Adventure! Pooh! It never happens out-

of his den.

R icuarn DUNHAM, head bowed in thought,
and his hands deeply thrust into his pockets,
strolled apathetically toward the boarding house
that he called “home.” Leaving the dimly lit sidewalk, he mounted the steps in front of the board-

ing house and languidly turned the key in the lock

just as a clock on a building nearby chimed eleven

o’clock.
As he began the two-story climb to his room, he
sighed deeply and let his right shoulder scrape the
wall as if he were very tired.
He left the stairway and turned listlessly into the
hall on the third floor.
“T left the light on again,’ he murmured, as he
perceived a sliver of light gleaming under the door.

He turned the door knob and walked in. Following the custom of the few roomers of the house, he
seldom ever locked his door.

Wearily removing his coat and vest, he stretched
his arm out to lay them across the back of a chair.

As he did so, he looked down directly into the
frightened face of a young and very beautiful girl.
The coat and vest slipped limply from his fingers

and fell unnoticed upon the floor as a phrase, apparently from nowhere, crazily jumped into his
mind. He spoke it aloud:
“Dr. Livingston, I presume,” and a smile broke

the severity of his face, making him almost handsome.
ONLY A FEW hours before, Richard Dunham
had been seated in the smoke-filled den of his best
friend, Roger Myers.
They had been arguing, mildly of course, but

“You live in the stories you

side of fiction. The trouble with you, you poor misguided bum, is that you have. . .”
“Dick!” interrupted Roger heatedly, in his earn-

estness raising up from his comfortable position in
the big chair before the fireplace, “if I told you
some of the things that I have experienced because

I Jooked for adventure, you would swear that I was
romantically exaggerating. You’re too matter-offact, too prosaic, too unimaginative where living is
concerned. You never look for adventure. To tell
you the truth, I’m worried about you! You never
seek amusement, you never go out of your way to

find something out of the ordinary. But just wait!
Something will shatter your monotonous existence
for you some day, and you'll agree with me that
life isn’t the dull day after day that you miserably
put in.

Something will snatch you out of your

prosaic existence, and you'll realize what an adventurous and amusing life you’ve been missing,
you stodgy old potato bug!”

“Stuff!” jerked out Dunham, rising and slipping
into his coat. “That sounds like a speech from one
of your adventure stories!”
“And stuff to you, too!” snorted Roger impolitely, snuggling lower into his chair. “Maybe it will
be in an adventure story, your adventure story!” he
shouted, as Richard Dunham slammed the door.
After Dunham had gone, Roger glowered into
the fire.
“T wonder!” he said aloud, after a moment, sit-

ting up straight in his chair, “I wonder if I wasn’t
speaking truer than I thought! By gosh, I’ll bet it
can be done!”
With a twisted smile that forbade mischief to
Richard Dunham, he stole purposefully to the telephone.

arguing earnestly as they usually did when to-

gether.

They had been roommates at college, and

FOR SEVERAL hours Richard Dunham strolled

frankness had always marked their speech when to-

listlessly through the parks and streets.
“T wonder if Roger is right?’ he muttered to
himself. “I wonder if I am too unimaginative to
see the adventurous side of living?”

gether. ‘Their frank discussion of each other’s
faults this afternoon was no different from many
other countless occasions.
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He walked slowly on toward his room and then
dismissed Roger from his mind with an angry

shrug of his wide shoulders.
“Bosh! Roger is just a romantic kid trying to
write stories.”
Feeling tired after his long walk, he turned into
his boarding house and mounted the stairs, wearily
entering his room at last.
Then it was that he discovered the attractive
young girl sitting in his favorite chair under the
dim light from his bridge lamp.

*

x

*

x

*k

2

“T haven’t much money” she gasped out in a wee
frightened voice, “but I'll give it to you if you'll

leave.”
With a start Richard realized that he had been

staring at her longer than any gentleman should.
With quick sympathy he had noticed her tearstained face, lovely in the weak light from the
lamp.

“But—but I don’t want your money,” stammered
Richard, “I—I live here.

I’m not a burglar.”

“Why, this is my room!” cried the girl.

“I just

got it this afternoon.”
“There must be some mistake,” answered Rich-

ard kindly. He strode across the room and switched
on the ceiling lights. “See! there are my things on
the dresser.”
“Oh! I’m sorry!” cried the girl, leaping to her
feet. “I must have mistaken the doors in the hall-

way.”
A wave of red suffused her face as she pushed
past him toward the door.

Suddenly Richard felt an astonishing urge not to
leave this attractive young girl go so quickly. She
did have the most amazingly beautiful eyes! He
racked his brain for some excuse to detain her a
little longer.

“You—cussed—him!” murmured Richard, now
quite sure that he was going crazy. Rather weakly he sat down in a chair.

“Yes,” agreed the girl, leaning against the door,
a mischievous smile tugging at her lips, “I cussed
him, and I cussed the professor, and I cussed the

president of the school, and I cussed the whole
class!”
,
“You cussed the whole class,” repeated Richard
dazedly. “Look! sit down a moment, and let me
get this straight.”

She daintily sat down in the chair Richard offered and then continued:
“Oh, it’s quite simple,” she said vivaciously. “You

see, it happened during an examination.

‘There

was a question about Livingston and Stanley in
Africa, and I couldn’t remember which was the ex-

plorer and which was the reporter, so I got up and
cussed them as they ought to be cussed, and when
the professor came running toward me, I cussed

him a few, too, and then I told the class where to

head in at, and then the president of the college
came in and I cussed him best of all.
pelled me.”

He ex-

“Oh,” murmured Richard weakly, “he expelled

you. Well, why don’t you go home?”
“Go home and get tarnation beat out of me? You
don’t know my dad!

You see, I live in Texas on a

big ranch, and dad sent me here to college to get
some ‘culture.’ ”

“Why, your mother wouldn’t let him beat you,
would she?” asked Richard incredulously.
“I haven’t any mother,” answered the girl, softly. “She died when I was born, and I was raised
on a ranch without a single woman on it besides

“Why did

myself. I had five brothers,” she continued with a
little smile, sitting back in the chair more comfortably, “and I grew up almost like a boy. I rodé

you seem so surprised when I mentioned Dr. Liyingston?”

the range, and did work just like my brothers. I
grew up hating to be a girl. I hate it even now.

“Wait! he managed to stammer.

She turned at the door and faced him.

I hate everything effeminate.

I hate dresses, and

“Because Dr. Livingston caused me to be expelled from college.”

women’s clothes, and cosmetics, and women’s haircuts,—and I hate kisses.”

“Dr.— Livingston
— expelled — you— from —college!” the dazed Richard finally managed to say.

was almost too much for him, but he was shocked

“You mean the famous African explorer—er—er
expelled you from college?” and at the girl’s little
nod that made her curls bounce and caused Richard’s heart to make corresponding bounces, he went
on desperately, feeling as though he were going in-

sane. “But Livingstone has been dead for many
years!”
“Oh, yes,” smiled the girl, her exquisitely bowed
lips parting to show even, white teeth, “you see, I
cussed him.”

“You hate kisses,” repeated Richard weakly.

It

to find out how much he enjoyed to see her sitting
there smiling at him, as if they were real friends.
He realized suddenly that he had been missing
something of life that was very enjoyable. It was
the first time that he had ever been alone with an
attractive young girl, and her sparkling personality seemed to fill the room and the world with some-

thing which intoxicated him. He suddenly had a
new zest for life. Good heavens! was he falling in
love? He cast the thought angrily aside, and franPage thirteen

tically sought for some thought to make her stay

awhile longer.
“But couldn’t someone go to the president of the
college? A college president usually knows more

about young people than they do themselves.

I’m

sure he’d understand.”

“Oh,” answered the girl, “he said I could come
back if I could stop swearing and deport myself

more like a lady and less like a cow-puncher. And
I called him what my dad called a polecat once
when he fell on it, and the president didn’t like it
at alls’
Despite himself, a wide grin appeared on Rich-

ard’s face as he pictured the old cow man’s falling
on an oderiferous polecat.
The answering smile that flitted across the girl’s
face strengthened Richard’s resolve to do anything
for her.
“Well, look, Miss—uh—what is your name?

Le
“Tt’s Ann ‘Tomlinson, and yours is .

”

“Mine is Richard Dunham, Miss Tomlinson. But

can’t you stop swearing? ‘Then we could go back
to the president. By the way, what college is it
that you’re going to?”
”
“Dickinson. I was in the .
“Dickinson? Why—that was where I went!”
cried Richard in surprise. “Do you mean to tell
me that you cussed old Prexy! Oh gosh!” and
Richard bent over in a paroxysm of laughter that
left him weak and shaking. He hadn’t laughed so

hard since he was a small boy.
The girl watched him with startled eyes. What
an amazing chap he was!
“Took!” Richard managed to say at last, as he
wiped the tears from his eyes. “I know Prexy very
well. I'll go see him and we can have it fixed up
in no time.”
“Fine!” smiled Ann, then her face fell as she remembered. “But that won’t cure me from swearing,” she added dejectedly.
“Oh, that is simple,” retorted Richard with a

courage that surprised him. “You say that you dislike kisses. Well—supposing that every time you
swear you will have to—kiss—me as punishment.”
He started to stutter toward the last, but considering everything, he did pretty well. Ann sat

watching him as if she were changing some preconceived notion about him.
“Do you know,” she murmured at last, “you’re
different than what I was made to believe
—|
mean,” she colored slightly, “I mean than what |

thought you were. You’re the most amazing mixture of an impetuous boy and a quiet, prosaic man
that I have ever seen.”
Richard stirred as she spoke. Someone else had
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called him something like that recently. But he
brushed that aside for more important matters.
“Well, how about it?

Is it an agreement?”

“It’s an agreement,” repeated the girl, holding
out her hand.

Richard held it almost reverently,

looking down at her.
“T feel better than I have for days,’ she cried
enthusiastically. ‘“Let’s go outside—to a night club!”
“A night club?” repeated Richard soberly. “I’ve
never been to one. I wouldn’t know how to act.”

“Oh, yes, you would!” laughed Ann.
my room and get ready.

“I'll go to

I'll be ready in fifteen

minutes.”
Richard dazedly called a taxi and then sat down
to figure out the happenings of the past chaotic

half hour. Well! adventure had befallen him! Perhaps old Roger was right. It was joyful to be
alive, to live in Ann’s world!

He quickly slipped into a dress suit, and a moment later stepped into the hall to be met by an
Ann who was dazzlingly beautiful.
“Why, Ann!” he gasped, “you may hate feminine
clothes, but you look perfectly stunning!”
“That’s the first compliment that I have ever believed and —enjoyed,” replied Ann, actually sur-

prised at the unusual glow of satisfaction that filled
her at his words. She took his arm and they descended the stairs and entered the taxi.

FIFTEEN minutes later they entered a gay night
club. As they entered, it seemed as though a new
Richard Dunham had entered life at the same time.
He was happier than he had been for a long time.

With a broad smile he surveyed the happy scene of
laughing people, busy with the extrémely easy

task of enjoying themselves.
The next instant, however, the smile quickly disappeared from Richard’s face. ‘Two couples had
approached unnoticed from the side. They seemed
to be more than a little intoxicated.

One of them

bumped into Ann heavily, and she staggered up
against the wall, tearing her dress.

Ann

smiled,

but

then

suddenly

remembering

something, she stole a quick look at her escort, who
stood stunned, apparently not knowing what to do.
A hint of a smile hovered at Ann’s lips, and then
with language that rivaled any cowpuncher’s, she
roundly cursed the man and woman who had stum-

bled against her.
For a moment the intoxicated party of four stood

on unsteady feet, looking at her.

A moment later

one of the men quickly slapped her face.
With a growl of a cornered beast, Richard
slugged the man on the point of the chin. The man

hit the floor and stayed there, knocked out completely.

Almost in the same movement, Richard grasped
Ann and kissed her soundly. She looked her amazement at him, and was quite surprised to find that
she liked it.
She didn’t have long to be surprised, however,
for the next moment the three remaining members
of the intoxicated party were upon her and Richard,
screaming and kicking and slugging. Richard
slammed the remaining man up against the wall,
and with great ease laid him unconscious beside the

other man on the floor. With one arm he swept the
two girls away from Ann just as a solid phalanx of
waiters arrived. With great glee Richard attacked
the whole mass.

had a good scheme! You didn’t need to have those
four people be so earnest about it all.”
“Oh!” laughed Roger, “I just now talked to them.
They hit me for an extra fifty bucks because I didn’t
tell them that old Dunham was such a tough guy!”
“Don’t you say anything about Richard!” cried
Ann.

“He’s the only real person that I’ve ever

known! We're just a pair of meddling fools. And
another thing! Our engagement is off! I wouldn’t
marry you if you were the last man on earth! It
was a contemptible trick on a fine man, and I’m
ashautern that 4."
“But Anny your; s.°.”
“Yes, I know I was in on it, too.

But I didn’t

He had floored three waiters, and was having the
time of his life when the police arrived. Quite

know he was so fine. Now you get out to that desk
sergeant and tell him you planned it all.”

democratic, he attacked the police force, too, and

“But, Ann!”
“Go on!” cried Ann, and turned her back to the
cell door.
Rather dazed, Roger returned to the desk sergeant and faced that rather pompous man with
crestfallen features.

there was quite a bit of damage done before he was
finally subdued.
Subdued, but quite unchastened, he was led at
last to the police car by four slightly damaged policemen, followed by a tearful Ann.

A short time later Richard and Ann were placed
in separate cells. Quite contented, Richard sat in
his cell, ruefully rubbing a swollen jaw and ten-

derly nursing a rising bump on his head.

He had

asked the desk sergeant to call Roger Myers. As
he was gingerly examining the bump on his head

he heard
“Well,
“Assault
saulting

Roger’s voice at his cell door.
if you aren’t a good one!” yelled Roger.
and battery! Disturbing the peace! Asthe police! Is there any law that you

SERGEANT, this is all a mistake. You see,
Ann Tomlinson and I planned to get Richard Dunham to see that he had been in a rut all his life, and
I hired those people in the night club to bump into

them!”
It took a great deal of tactful explaining, but

Roger rose to the occasion, and after a while he had

the

desk

sergeant

chuckling.

A

few

minutes

later the charges had been dismissed against Ann

haven’t broken to-night, you overgrown potato?”

and Richard, and Roger stood outside the police

“Roger, isn’t she swell!” cried Richard, coming
to the cell door and clasping the iron bars with
grimy fingers.
“Isn’t who swell?” roared Roger. “Have you

station, sweating profusely after his linguistic efforts, and swearing to himself.
“If Ann falls in love with that guy! She better
:
not, doggone it!”

gone goofy? Here you are in jail, booked for every

offense known to the police, and you. . .”
“Roger!” interrupted Richard ecstatically, “I was
wrong! ‘There is adventure and romance left in the

world! I never knew it until I met Ann. She is
the most .
3
“Phooey!” snorted Roger angrily, and stalked
away down the corridor toward Ann’s cell, leaving
Richard alone as he clung to the bars, telling all
and sundry about someone’s eyes and hair and face.
Despite himself, Roger was laughing as he approached Ann’s cell.

“Well, Ann!” he called to the girl who was pathetically sitting on the edge of her chair in the
cell, “we certainly got old Richard Dunham out of
his rut, all right, all right.”
“Listen, you!” glowered Ann. “You got us into
this mess, and you'd better get us out! You surely

ROGER should have been inside the jail when
the object of his thoughts and Richard were released.
Richard had been freed from his cell first, and he
Was anxiously waiting at Ann’s cell as the guard

released her.
With some concern she noticed his swollen jaw,
but with secret delight she saw the sparkle in his

usually dull eyes.

“Ann!” he cried, oblivious to the startled gaze
of the guard, “will you—do you like me well enough
to marry me?”
There was no indecision about him now as he
looked down at her.
She nodded her head almost imperceptibly and
raised her long lashes to look up at him.
2

!” she swore softly.
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Telon
® By Richard Kappeler
A fascinating story of spies, intrigue,
and hate against the peaceful background of a small French-Spanish village. It is told in a captivating style
that will hold your attention.

HE night air was chilly and dreary in the
small village of Arieu. A small French-Spanish town in the heart of the Pyrenees, it nestled in
a valley of panoramic beauty. The inhabitants were
simple, peaceful peasants. ‘The French soldiers of
the king had stopped there on their return from
“L/ Espagne.” There they had received their bap-

“It’s all right, mon Capitaine.

You are a cap-

tain, n’est-ce pas?” queried the stranger slowly.
Lebre noticed that his new acquaintance was tall,
wonderfully built, and apparently strong as an ox.

‘They did not ask names; that did not matter. ‘Nhey
were merely comrades of war.
“Oui, | am, and we shall talk and drink together.
Ah! here

is

the wine,”

said

Lebre,

tossing the

waiter a pourboire.
“Tt am honored, my Capitaine,” began the soldier.
“It is my pleasure, and there is no army discip-

line or dignity to be maintained.”

tism of fire, and now ina lull in the guerilla warfare, due to the Spanish victory, they were returning to France as veterans. ‘They were only young

They sipped their wine and the bond of friendship was welded.

men.

of the nights in “Espagne,” murmured the soldier.
“True, Monsieur, true, quite true. Ah! you were
in Spain, also,” Lebre replied.
“Oui, but I had no exciting adventures, just
drudgery. ‘look care of the horses of the artillery.
Did you see any action, mon Capitaine But, of
course you must have, as you are an officer.
But

The quiet people of Arieu were forced to quarter
the soldiers and feed them also. ‘The soldiers’ loud
buffoonery and shouting, mixed with vile curses,

contaminated the night air of the “petite ville.”

Naturally, the only cafe, a rambling dilapidated
store, was well patronized. French invectives were
common, and men drank and wooed “Les grisettes
de la ville.”

“Ah! but it is chilly.

This weather reminds me

perhaps you were onastaff?”
“Yes, I did have some experiences, rather danger-

In one cornor sat a French officer, Captain Lebre,
of his Majesty’s Army. One noticed his sallowness,
pock-marked features, slight frame, weather-beaten

piercing eyes covered by shaggy eyebrows. Stately of carriage, proud, nattily dressed, he applauded
every dancer with enthusiasm.
In the fog of smoke a tall stranger entered and
stood motionless, blinking his eyes to accustom

himself to the bright lights.

ous and unpleasant.

Would it please you to hear

about them? I shall tell you,” Lebre waxed enthusiastically. He proffered the guest another glass

and started his story.
“I graduated from the ranks of sergeant and lieutenant just before the war broke out. My ability
to speak Spanish almost as well as my own tongue
helped much.

I was appointed on Le General

He slithered through

Oisier’s staff. About that time a Sefior Tel6n came

the close-set tables only to plump down at Lebre’s
table. He glanced nervously around, then pulled

into prominence in our circle.
“Telon was a big, handsome fiery leader in his
town of Greco. Handling matters pertinent to the
village welfare, he was appointed on many committees. He refused the smaller offices that were
tendered to him as a beginning in politics.

out his tobacco to roll a cigarette.
waiter appeared as if by magic.

A smirking

The stranger wore

a soldier’s uniform that had seen much service.
“Que désirez-vous, Monsieur?”
“Champagne for two, garcon,” snapped Lebre.
The two men quickly exchanged glances. Captain Lebre smiled suavely and disarmingly.
“You will pardon my liberty and permit monsieur, I hope.

I am alone, you are alone,” he

shrugged logically. He could not see the face in
the murky gloom and smoke.
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“Telon ran a pajaria (bird store) and made a
meager living.

He was well-beloved by his people,

but was known to lean toward French interests.
The people were up in arms against a tax imposed
by His Majesty, and we expected trouble.
“One day Telén came to us and pleaded his cause.
He told us that he owed many duros to his debtors

and was desperate, desperate enough to sell out his
fellow-country for money. What did he owe his

drink to the downfall of our foe.” This provoked a

kindred?

They were his debtors, and therefore his

and yelling. They all drank with a flourish. Then

enemies. ‘They bore him no love, only hatred.
What about those people who loved him? No one
liked him anymore—his debtors had seen to that.
They all hated him and despised him as a man who
would not keep faith with his honest debts. He propassionately proclaimed his hatred for the Spanish
government. He said, besides that, Spain would
inevitably become a province of France. He owed
nothing to his kinsmen but money.
“IT was impressed but still suspicious.
“My superiors told Telon that they would give
him a reward of many gold duros on fulfilling certain conditions. He was to trap the Alcades
(Elders) of the town, poison, and dispose of them.
“He readily agreed. Because of my knowledge
of Spanish I was sent to cover, or spy on him.
“It was a long and dusty journey to Greco. There

there was a little more chatter and, like a blow of a

were some few French-speaking people in the town,
and I knew one family well enough to obtain free

lodgings.
“TI rose early the next morning and promenaded
about the village. There was the usual commotion
and bustle of peons and venders and vehicles. I
caught a glimpse of Telon in his pajaria, eating a
meager breakfast. I waited, saw him leave and
board a tramcar, and then I walked around to the

back of the store. The store was larger than I
had first thought, being quite deep. Luck was with
me for I found that the cook was a French woman.
“Bon jour, Madame,” I spoke in mongrel French.
“Ah monsieur speaks the French?” replied the
cook,
“The rest was easy. I soon had myself established in her graces, and found she bore no love for

the Spaniards. Then one night Telon held a big
soirée, and I used my influence to get into the house.
I hid in a curtained niche in the wall, before the
Spaniards came into the room. It was a case of my
spying on one of our own men.

“TI was there wher they all sat around the table.
They were all of the Spanish nobility and leaders
of merit.

Pepe, the servant, brought delicious sand-

wiches amid all the glitter and splendor of the
table ornaments. They all babbled like geese and
frequently cursed violently.
“Then came the wine, red-blood wine sparkling
with bubbles of intoxicating forgetfulness. I
watched expectantly, but the first goblets were
harmless. Then Pepe served the second cup, after
passing more sandwiches, giving Telon a glass perceptibly different from the rest. elon rose and
spoke with grandeur!
“Let’s toast the freedom of the Spaniards and

murmur which increased to a hubbub of clamoring

hammer, they were struck paralyzed.
“Dogs!” gloated Telon, “I have poisoned you.”
“Ha! ha!” elon jeered fanatically. “Now I wreak
my vengeance.” Mouths opened to curse him, but

lips and tongues were powerless to form the words.
“A small boy-at-waiting, who had stood unnoticed in the hallway, quaked with fear. Silently he
opened the door and silently he closed it, while
Telon called upon all the saints in heaven to witness his revenge.
“The page lost no time in spreading the news.
Soon the fists of angry compatriots smote the frail
door to send it splittering. T’elon had just carried
the last body to the rear of the store, cached them
somewhere, and returned at the sound of the rabble.

“The crowd had gone mad. There would be no
reasoning with them now. Teldn stood, composed
and phlegmatic, near the door at the end of the
hall. When they entered he backed slowly across
the dining room.
“Hola, Perres!’ Telén greeted Aropén, the leader, contemptuously with a sneer.

“«There the traitor stands! Kill him! Let’s take
him alive! Tar and feather him! Death to the
French pig! Tear him apart! Feed him to the
dogs! Death to the assassin!’

“T shuddered at the horrible scene, frightened to
death that they find my hiding place, also. It would
have been a horrible way to die—not to my liking.
Then I saw Telén open another closet and pull out
a man.
“Tt was a French officer! It was my dear friend,
Levoure de Chatainele.
“They were talking very near me.
“*So, Telén, your note was a trap, eh,’ he said
quaveringly.
“‘Ha! you think so, yes? Listen, Levoure. I invited you to come, and offered to hide you in my

house, and prove that everything was according to
our agreement. Now we both will probably have
to fight for our lives. What further proof do you
need to believe that I am on the level. Can’t you
see they hate me?’
“T almost stepped out to help my friend fight our
common enemy, but I quickly realized that I could
be of no avail. It would just mean my death, also.
There were entirely too many to cope with, and besides I had to get the news back to headquarters.
“Levoure Chatainele had truly run into a hornet’s
nest. He was pale and silent, but his lips moved in
silent prayer.

But my friend was a true French-

man, and he bravely prepared to defend himself.
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““Come, my Captain, the house is full of guests.
Let’s serve them well.
Tel6n mocked.

They are my fellowmen,”

“Damn you! Telon. But for you [ wouldn’t
have been caught in this trap.’
““But, my dear sir, do you not hear them clamoring? They are hungry for our blood, so let’s please
them. They are my friends—yes, indeed, my
friends.’
“He waved nobly towards the surging mass that
was stopped momentarily by his utter indifference
and cool bravery. ‘They admired a man who could
jest thus.

““They love me!

Do you not hear, my good

Captain,—their shouts of love?
You, too,’ added
Telon sarcastically.
“He was outwardly cool, but I could see that he

was trying to think very fast and trying quite desperately.
“Levoure stood tensed, filled with dread of unchecked Spanish vengeance. He gripped his sword

and pistol so tightly that they drained the blood
from his hands, and even his face was ghostly white.
Angry beasts with improvised weapons surged forward.

“Telon smiled thickly, mirthlessly, quite nonchalant. Then just as they were almost upon him, he
fired a single shot at the lamp suspended over their
head on the rafters. ‘The room was plunged in utter
darkness! ‘elon grabbed Levoure in the same motion and hurled him unceremoniously into the faces
of the foremost Spaniards. ‘Those behind kept
surging forward in the darkness, causing more confusion. Some shouted for everyone to stand still,
but the people were deaf and beyond reason.
“Curses, screams, loud thuds, pandemonium, and

panic ensued.

Every one thought he saw or had

hold of Telon.

““He’s trying to fight his way out! Stop him!’
croaked one voice.

Men swung at one another

without any sense. They were seized with panic
and fear that Telon should happen to stick his knife
in them when they least expected it.

“Telon quickly sidestepped and plowed his way
through the room around the pile of fighting humanity. A little gasp escaped the doorway guard
as he sank beneath Telon’s blows. When the
crowd came there were only vacant footsteps in
the snow, and a flitting form in the drift that soon

vanished.
“T crouched behind the arras as the men rushed
outside to hurl curses at the fleeing fugitive. I saw
“mon ami” lying in a pool of blood amid the corpses
of half a dozen Spaniards strewn about the room.
He had met a horrible fate and I swore vengeance!

“In order to get on my way to headquarters I
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was forced to disguise myself as a peon. Many
chilly nights I stood on street corners of many cities, selling flowers, birds, and baskets.
“T usually carried my dagger, or my sword, hidden in my cloak.

But as it never fails to happen,

one of the few nights that I left my dagger in my
room I ran across Telon. I was talking to Clarita,
a peasant girl of extreme beauty, whose acquaintance I had just made.

She stopped short, and |

was drinking in her intoxicating, breath-taking
beauty when she grabbed my arm as she looked up
the street.
“*Sefior!’ she whispered.
“*What is it?’ I gasped as I glanced around—and
only then perceived my arch-enemy.

“It is he! Telon el pajarero,’ she replied scornfully.
““Ah! yes! So it is—the traitor, verdad?” I ques-

tioned excitedly.
“*Ah, yes the
! I hate him!’ she spat venomously.
“coe
And you would like to rid your country of him,
and also perhaps pay him back?’
“*Yes, very much so.

Once he made my brother

join the army when he was sick. So “mi hermano”
caught cold and slowly waned away—almost died,
but not quite.’
“*Then listen! I have a plan. Listen!’
““Ah, yes! but . . .’ Her eyes, erstwhile so soft

and tender, glittered with hatred.
“SHE quickly walked down the street to overtake and carelessly walk past the strolling Telon.
‘Then she let the basket of flowers, she carried, slip
out of her hand. It fell in front of her and she
stumbled over it very realistically. It was an old
trick but it worked. She had supposedly turned
her ankle. He helped her home. _—
“But that clever devil must have suspected something or we gave it away somehow. She tried to
get him to come to her house again, where I was

to greet him with a sharp rapier or revolver. But
instead he told her to meet him in the deserted

hacienda of Torges. I received her note saying:
“*Telon is going to meet me at ‘lorges rancho.
Be there and we’ll sure catch him.

Hurry, please!

Clarita.’
“The old man who had brought me the note was
talking to a young street urchin. I summoned him
and asked, ‘Do you know where the Torgos
rancho is?’
““Si, Sefior. Do you wish a guide?’ asked the
old man in almost unintelligible jargon.
“We hired some horses and rode away far out
from the city. The old man was very quiet and
mumbled his answers. ‘Then as I was looking at

the landscape I felt my sword being drawn from its
scabbard. I found myself facing an ugly revolver.
It was Telon! and my heart leaped wildly. A sneer

intended trap. Then they would not be taken so

flashed.
“*Who are you who plot against me?’ he raved.
““But you are mistaken. I do not even know

easily. As it is now, the French think the city is
defenseless and has no leaders. All the better!
You are dead men. They are after my neck, but it
is for the good of our country, and we can now
buy guns with the French money.’
“I saw his daring plan. He had drugged his

you, old man,’ but my eyes betrayed me.

friends, escaped his compatriot’s vengeance, and

ran into a sardonic grin and then his black eyes

““Don’t lie.

You are a French officer—on Gen-

eral Oisier’s staff.

You will be happy to know that

I just got my reward for killing my kinsmen from
your fellow-officers.’

“*“You are Telon?’ I queried, but my’ voice
sounded feeble.
“Start walking! and if I ever see you again!’
and a quick suggestive motion—very unpleasant—
followed. “Don’t try to outsmart me, ‘cause I[’ll
kill you. Perhaps you are friend of that Levoure
and wish to kill me because of that!’
“T walked until out of sight, but decided to re-

main in this neighborhood. The clever defeat rankled my heart. Then I got a happy idea: ‘Why did
he let me go free?’ Probably because he did not intend to remain in this village. Where would he
go, then?

Perhaps back to his old store in Greco.

The public fury had subsided somewhat and he
could sneak back.

If he could, so could I!

“THE SAME cook was employed, and soon I
was in his house serving as a clerk and butler. He
seldom paid the slightest notice to me, and my guise
was, in his house, perfect. Then one day Teldn
came home in a rush. He opened a cleverly concealed trapdoor in the rear room and went down

the stairs. I heard many voices, and peered cautiously down and received a great shock. It took
some little time to actually realize what I saw.
There were the Spanish Alcaldes that Telon had
supposedly poisoned, alive and healthy.
““Hola, amigos?’ Telon greeted.
““Hola, Telon! Have our misguided compatriots
caught you yet?’ jestingly asked the Jefe.
““No, not yet, but they are hot on my tail. Even
the French spies (meaning me).’
“When do we get out of here?’ asked one with
an impatient air.

“Very soon, for my plan is working out. First
I hide you doped fellows from everyone so there
would be no suspicion. ‘The dope was harmless.
Some days ago I collected my reward from the
French officers. Already the firearms and muni-

tions that I have bought from Germany are on their
way. I don’t think any one knows of this. But if
you were to go out in the open, and people see
you, there might be some French spies who would
sell the information and thus warn our foe of our

risked capture for which he received a large reIt was kept a secret from everyone to insure

ward.

its working out. I looked closely and perceived a
letter to the German ammunition factory lying on
a chair.

“He came up the steps and closed the hatchway.

I withdrew to the shadows.

He was talk-

ing to himself. “l‘o-morrow and we will be ready.
The French will be walking into our trap already
by then.’ Then I stumbled on a poele (pot), and

seeing the jig was up, leaped out into the open. A
surprised look turned into a crafty hypnotic stare.
“Drawing my sword | bore down on him. But
catlike he dodged and drew his own sword with
remarkable celerity. ‘Then ensued a real duel. I
realized what responsibility rested on my already

tiring shoulders. I had to get back to our headquarters to warn Oisier that the Spaniard had
fooled them and that they were walking into a trap.
‘They would walk unsuspectingly into the town,
thinking the leader was disposed of, and expect to
make sport of the fugitives and wreak havoc among
the leaderless lot.
“But from the first I realized that Telon was no
ordinary swordsman. I had no time to draw my
pistol. It was not so much a match of skill as of

wits and endurance.

Besides both being physically

fit, we were on about a par as to swordsmanship.

“We feinted, thrusted, couped, pirouted, fended,
and circled with only minor points. Then I ran
my blade along his shoulder, but not deep. However, he staggered—a clever ruse!

“Eagerly I pressed forward to finish him—too
hastily. He always just managed to fend off my
rapier blows. ‘Then he opened his mouth to sneer
tauntingly.
“ “Ganache! Pecore!’
“Enraged, I thrust viciously.

The next thing I

knew I was off balance and Telon grabbed my wrist
and wrenched my sword loose. I was then tied and
gagged, and put down in a cellar with a few of my

former soldiers who were also prisoners.
“THE SUN sunk some evenings later upon a
bloody and gory battle-field. It was more of a massacre, for almost all were French soldiers.

Bodies

were strewn about or piled in heaps amid cannon

and dead horses.

‘The French had walked into a
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The Spaniards, under their revived

deadly trap.

leaders, shot them down in horrible deaths with

guns purchased with their own French money.
“We, another soldier and myself, managed to

loosen our bonds during the battle.

Then again I

disguised myself as best I could. I bought an old
sailor’s outfit and became a marine. I roamed many
miles of streets again. I sought out the French

section, which was quite depleted.
“T learned from an ancient peddler that there
were troops garrisoned near this little village amid

“Some hours later I was awakened by two old
men. It was still the somber gray of the morning.
I listened intently.

““Ves, they caught the horse and found Seriez
clinging to the saddle.’
“*What was Seriez doing? He wasn’t...
3?

“*Now, you know Seriez is no traitor.

He was

on duty as a sentinel when he said he saw a figure
in the brush. He said he fired at it when no reply
came forth, and it rose up and shot him down. Then

that I might get a little information as to the

it cunningly put him on the saddle of a horse.’
“What was the idea of putting him in the
saddle?’

strength of the army, and perchance set off some of

“ “To set the searchers off on a false start, throw

the Pyrenees.

I was near the border and decided

the powder in the arsenal.
“Late that night I crept down an old cobble
street to a hacienda. I learned that the place was
quite a distance out in the Bois du Cologet, about
a good two miles.

I crept into a farmer’s stables,

and seizing a big bay, tried to saddle him silently.
It was slow, perspiring work, requiring almost infinite precautions.
“Then, walking the horse until out of earshot, I
galloped the rest of the way. Tethering the horse,
I drew my revolver and wiped the froth from my
grimy face. I crept forward. I had not gone far

when a voice rang out, freezing me in my tracks. It
was the sentry, and I had hoped to avoid any.

? Quien va? Enemigo or amigo?
“T did not reply, but crouched lower in the under-

brush. Suddenly a sharp, deadening crack of a
rifle crashed on my ears. I felt something sear my
back. I knew I had been seen. I arose, glancing
about, to behold the sentry bearing down on me. |
fired twice, hitting him full in the chest, and he

dropped to the ground.

I turned and ran for the

them off the track—idiota!’
“What about Seriez?
““He died soon afterwards. They sent word to
his brother, Telon, of his tragic death. He’s on his
way here now—by swiftest horse.’
“Woe to the killer. T'el6n will track him down
if anybody does, ’cause Telén’s a veritable bloodhound. And he’ll repay that dastardly deed.’
“Their voices faded in the distance. My heart
was pounding alarmingly loud.

The surprise al-

most stunned me, yet it was revenge for me. I had
killed Telén’s brother!
“The next three hours brought Telon, galloping
through a cloud of dust, down to the barracks. He
set out in search immediately, not thinking the
killer would dare return to town. As soon as |

could safely do so I crept out of my hiding place
and fled northward. How I ever evaded the multitude of enemy searchers I do not know.
“TELON, in some manner, found out it was I
who had killed his brother, and is now after me.

If he dared he would enter our stronghold and

horse, blood trickling down my back.
“Then I stopped to think. If the troops were in

take his revenge now.

town they would have been awakened by those
shots. To attempt to escape on horseback would be

dogging my tracks.

For a while I had hoped to

elude him, but my scouts have reports that he is
He is wise, the cunning fox.

‘The

He is taking his time, playing with me like a cat

blood was coming out of his tightly compressed
lips—a ghastly sight! I hoisted him into the saddle

does a mouse. He knew that it almost drives a
soldier crazy to be heckled by an invisible foe that
he cannot grapple with. I often wish he’d come
and have it out with me. I can never feel or be

foolish.

I ran back for the wounded sentry.

of my horse and slapped the frightened animal on

the rump.

It bolted away and soon disappeared
I ran feverishly

down the densely wooded trail.
_back towards town.

“Several times I had to hide while pursuants
dashed past in chase of the fleeing horse and the
wounded sentry. I slept under a big oak, next to

the grave of a former liberator whose lot became
a public plaza. But I caught precious little sleep.
It began raining and people ran back and forth
with lanterns, questioning each other as to the commotion, and as to the departure of the cavalry
clanking down the street.

safe until my men drag him prisoner before me,”
Lebre sighed as he ended his tale.
“Rather dreadful, isn’t it? Anticipation is often
very much more disquieting, sometimes unnerv-

ing,” interrupted the soldier sympathetically.
“Yes, quite—the suspense, the sword hanging
over your head is worse than the actual meeting
could ever be. It’s that infernal waiting! waiting!
waiting!”
“And what about Telon’s duplicity?” the soldier asked.
(Continued on Page 22)
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his white teeth and bayonet blade on his pack shining in the cloudy haze.

Lebre smoked another cigarette and watched the

chorus. Then glancing over the table perfunctorily
he noticed a small card. His friend had left it.
Perhaps it was customary politeness or just an
acknowledgment. He read it and rose to his feet
stiffening, then weakly sank into his chair.
“Garcon, beaucoup de vin!”

“And to the death of Telon,” swore Lebre.

“So soon? Ah, well! Merci, monsieur, for listen-

ing well to an old man’s tale, and for your delightful company,” Lebre replied, trying in vain to peer
into the soldier’s face.
“Ah, yes! Merci beaucoup pour les boires. And
your tale was very interesting, delightfully told.
Let’s hope we meet again.”
“The pleasure has been all mine, Monsieur, and

Twister
warmer months of the year.
You might wonder at the odd name, even for a

nickname, but if you had seen her as I did in her
early youth, you would have understood.
Her limbs were twisted out of shape, her eyes

seemed to pop out.

When shetried to talk, no
Sighs and groans were all that

our heroine could produce. One would think she
were in great pain.
Folks tried to straighten her limbs. Being only
of moderate circumstances, they could not furnish
all the necessary braces that the surgeons claimed
were needed.

ating stories!

They meet again! Read the conclusion of this
story in the December issue of THE EXPONENT
Macazine. Get your copy early.

e By Robert O. Buchwalter

WISTER seemed to be unnatural. She was
clothed less in cold weather than in the

words came forth.

The card read in printed letters: “Sefior Telon.”
In pencil was written: “Au revoir, mon Capitaine!
We shall meet again, I hope. You tell: such fascin-

@e-Bee@er@e1@sr@er@e <>
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“Well, I must be going, mon Capitaine, back to
my post!”

Os ?

fare better than the last,’”’ added the stranger, only

you were a most attentive guest.”
Then the stranger disappeared into the crowd.

> O29 O2 ee O92OeeB

(Continued from Page 20)

“Now elon is ‘honores’ and the great hero. But
such success did not prevent his leaving the troops
—and post of major—to come after me. We will
meet again, so let’s drink—bottoms up!”
“Ves, bottoms up to the next campaign! May we

Flat boards, covered with parts of

sheets, were strapped tightly to her torso. These
improvised aids were very crude, indeed, but they
proved to work satisfactorily. As Twister grew in
age her limbs became straighter and stronger.

grew to manhood and womanhood.
married. ‘Twister remained single.

Many of them

Nature sometimes plays strange tricks on folks
she governs. ‘This was the case with ‘I'wister. She
became more beautiful with age. New friends were
cultivated each year.

There was something about ‘I‘wister that attracted you. Many of her friends moved to her
neighborhood: just to be near her. She was personally acquainted with each family. I might even
say their homes were interwoven with hers. She
was a big sister and guardian to all.
Death must enter each home at some time or
other, and this time it came to Twister’s. It was

very pitiful for she was still quite young.
It was early spring. Rain was falling so fast that
human eyes could penetrate no more than fifty teet:
Streets were slippery, and the air heavy and stuffy.

Twister often watched her girl friends pass by.
She observed their Gilda Gray antics. She, too,

Machines moved slowly yet they skidded.
Dick Fulton was quite drunk, therefore knew not
what he was doing, ‘Traveling forty miles an hour

swayed her limbs—and how!

he tried to make a right-hand turn, at the corner

Twenty long years passed before her limbs were
in normal condition. Still she retained that odd
feature of wearing few clothes when cold weather —
came along.
Children loved to play with her. Even adults
occasionally lost their dignity and romped with her,
for ‘Twister was a jovial personage.
As the years rolled on, older folks died, children

of Broadway and Oxford Avenue, but could not
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make it.

His car, a heavy Cadillac sedan, skidded

across the curb and onto the sidewalk, killing
Twister instantly.
Immediately there was a great commotion both
on land and in the air—for Twister was the home
of many of our feathered friends, the birds.
was one of God’s own creatures—a tree!

She
;

College Clippings
I did not know before that—
It cost $25,000 to kill a soldier during the World
War.

<* + kee
If 2,150 workers were to be forced to labor for
40 years at an annual wage of $2,500 each, their
combined earnings would pay the total cost of the

World War for just one day.
ee

It ought. to be easy to soak the rich after keeping them in hot water so long.
4 ee *
Albany College of Caldwell, Idaho, tied the all-

time record held jointly by Knox and Hobart—27
straight defeats in football.
‘oe
eee
Prof. Walter B. Pillsbury, head of the Michigan

psychology department, says that fat students don’t

ke

6 oe

They’re still singing “Oh How I Hate Ticket
Up In the Morning,” “Sweet Little But A Cup,”
“Just Obey B’s Prayer at Twilight,” and “I’m Sorry
I Major Cry.”
Ye ee
ee

rate with their professors.

ow eo
Ae
Ring Lardner, Jr., indignantly denies that “all a

boy learns in a modern college is to smoke, to drink,

to swear, and to gamble.” He insists that the boy
learns all those things in prep school.

ee

College professors, lawyers, and doctors breed

more Mongolian idiots than do farmers.
Me
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About fifty lepers walk the streets of New York
City.
‘+ +. + * 2
Anatole France said “Never lend books—no one
ever returns them. The only books I have in my
library are those people have lent me.”
+ ¢ * * *
Prof. W. H. Miller of Louisiana University, believes that “the reason teachers never get out of
a rut is that they’re afraid they won't find their
way back into it again.”
Kok
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When a skunk entered a five-and-ten-cent store

the clerks drove it out with sprays of perfume from
atomizers.
s+

4

*
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Prof. Munn of Harvard predicts that “if a Harvard
Phi Beta marries a Radcliffe summa cum laude, their

child will probably bea moron.”
ee

Ke

Ke
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Jimmy Phelan of Washington—and not Knute
Rockne—was the originator of the silk pants fad.
RR

SR
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According to Prof. Marcus Lee Hansen of the

ee

ae

ae

Monkeys in the zoo often go crazy from watch-

ing the antics of their audience. A few weeks in a
rest house is required to bring them back to normal life.

+ ee +
Melvin Butler of San Jose, Calif., developed a

glue for the repair of musical instruments and re-

fused an offer of $5,000 for the formula. Two years
later he decided to accept the offer, only to find
that he had forgotten the formula.

+ 4 2 a2 ee
Chevrolets are painted green so that they can
hide in the grass and watch the Fords go by.
‘ * oe ee
Science couldn’t open the Pullman windows so
it air-conditioned the train.

ce ee ee
An aspirin tablet dissolved in water provides the
most distinctly up-to-date invisible writing fluid.
When used it leaves no perceptible trace; but when
the paper is exposed to ultra-violet light, the unseen writing begins to glow.
j

oe eee
There is something to be said for jazz: you don’t
have to put on formal attire to listen to it; nobody
asks you who composed it; and you don’t have to
pretend you understand it.

<i

eee
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University of Illinois, “the AAA people may have

A sailor, after putting some flowers on a grave,
noticed an old Chinaman placing a bowl of rice on

been on the right trail when they started ploughing

a grave nearby, and asked:

under every third row of cotton, but what they
should really do is plough under every third pro-

expect your friend to come up and eat the rice?”
The old Chinaman replied with a smile: “Same time

fessor.”

your friend come up to smell flowers.”

“What time do you
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HEmlock 2741

Night Phone: FUlton 9423

WEILER WELDING COMPANY
METAL FABRICATORS of
Dies Jigs, Fixtures, Gages, Special Machinery
and Equipment

General Welding — Portable Outfits

318 E. SECOND ST.

DAYTON, OHIO

HUGO A. DEIS

Household Refrigerators

Distributor of

Commercial
Refrigeration Equipment

WOODEN SHOE and BURGER BEER
117 Clover Street, at Cold Storage
KE 3344

Air Conditioning
Water Coolers
Ice Cream Cabinets

KOORS “29”

Products of
GENERAL MOTORS

Always with the Boys

CARL B. KOORS

Compliments
MAIN ONE—DAYTON TIRES
West Second at Perry

Reserved
for

AD 2244

Miami Valley Brewing
Company
Good Beer is healthful,
refreshing, and invigorating

OLT’S BEER IS GOOD BEER
Made in Dayton

THE OLT BREWING CO.

yy
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The Dayton |

Stencil Works Co.

Steel Stamps—Rubber Stamps
Seals—Badges—Engravings
Stencils

.

113 E. SECOND ST.

Phone ADams 1432

Dayton, Q.

THE

| John T, Barlow
Co,
j}

“WHOLESALE

DRY GOODS
@. NOTIONS.

Third and Sears Streets

- DAYTON, OHIO

Half of the joy,
Of an honor you’ve won,

This Magazine is

- Our Product

Is in telling the family,
How it was done.

gr

Do it by telephone,
Right on the spot,
While excitement is high,
And the story is hot.

J.C. Ely Printing

Boasting? . .. Well, maybe,

Company

But swell out your chest,
Your budget depends,

‘

On that home interest.

| THE OHIO BELL TELEPHONE CO.
?
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From 1900 up to 1934 the leaf
tobacco used for cigarettes increased from
During the year ending June 30,

13,084,037 Ibs. to
326,093,357 Ibs.;

1900, the Government collected

\ noe of 2392%

There is no substitute

for mild, ripe tobacco.

_ from

90 191

*

For the year ending June 30,

1934, the same taxes were
an increase of 8725%

—a lot of money.

Cigarettes give a lot of
pleasure to a lot ofpeople.

ore cigarettes are smoked today because

_

imore people know about them—they are better advertised.

o

But the main reasonfor the increase is that theyaremade

better—made of better tobaccos; then again the tobaccos
are blended—a blend of Domestic and Turkish tobaccos.

Chesterfield is made of mild, ripe tobacco.
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_ Everything that science knows about is usedin
making
ita milderand better-tasting cigarette.
- © 1935, Liccerr & Myers Tosacco Co,
a
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We believe you will enjoy them. ;
3

